Later I found out that she was much fonder of ravioli
than I; it had been her favorite dish since childhood.

Simply to show how life's sweet trifles may turn after-
ward to bitter moments for people like me who have
prided themselves on ability to hide their emotions, I
must confess today that I bitterly repent the moment
when I found her out. I was annoyed at the time be-
cause she had deprived herself even of a thing so unim-
portant, yet a thing she liked. So, instead of earning
delayed thanks from me, all she had was reproaches-
first for making me feel belatedly guilty about accepting
her silly and unnecessary sacrifice, and second for having
fed a mass of starch to a man whom the doctor had
forbidden fattening food. (Being well aware that the
record of this late repentance is as insignificant as any
lesson in living could be, I may say that when I handed
on such gems of wisdom to Wanda, I would invariably
remark that I valued them no more than two pennies
dropped in a child's piggy-bank, and that if Descartes
or Emerson had been alive he could have burst the
bank with a thousand dollars' worth of teaching in the
same time and with perhaps less effort than I made. But
at least, I told her, I had put in my two cents' worth.)

Wanda's inborn, unbounded, resourceful kindliness
brought her much joy and even more suffering. It is
the destiny of every truly good soul to know more
suffering than delight. The life of Jesus was not the first
example of this, nor the last.

26be pleased."
